MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

by study; and when I calculate the appalling sum it must cost to
send the curtain up at Covent Garden, it infuriates me to see the
minimum instead of the maximum of value given to the manager
and the public for all that gigantic expenditure.

Nobody who does not know the score can have any idea of
the mutilated state of the work as performed at Covent Garden,
or how completely obsolete is the phase of public taste which in-
fluenced the mutilators in their choice of cuts. A couple of years
ago Maurel restored a page in the first act for the sake of a bravura
passage which he wanted to sing. This year Plangon has done the
same in the third act in order to get one more turn at his chorale.
Nothing is gained by this, except to make die original cut rather
more ridiculous than it was before; and, to counterbalance it,
there is a new cut in the first act, from the beginning of the scene
where Nevers and the rest begin to vie with one another in flatter-
ing Raoul, up to the exclamation "Tous," which is the cue for the
last movement of the finale.

The third act is too silly for description. The duel in which,
after the most heroic preliminaries, the parties no sooner cross
swords than they bolt, every man of them, without any apparent
reason except their conviction that he who fights and runs away
may live to fight another day, is only an example of the insensate
way in which the work was cut fifty years ago; but even in the
earlier parts of the act, which stand much as they were written,
all pretence of knowing or caring what the scene is about has been
dropped by everyone except the principals. When the Catholics
remonstrate with Marcel for not taking off his hat during the Ave
Maria, they keep their own hats tightly on; and though, for once
in a way, the Huguenot soldiers who back Marcel did not last
Thursday take their helmets off or kneel down, I can only regard
that as a lazy neglect on their parts of what they doubtless still
believe to be their duty.

The whole stage business of the act is like blindman's buff
from beginning to end, the crowd caring for nothing but to get
out of the way of the principals; and the choral singing matches
it exactly. Just as a railway porter who has been told to call out
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